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Baffl 


. AFFLEO 8V THE STRANGE CASE 
-F MISTAKEN IDENTITY, KEN MAY¬ 
NARD LANGUISHES BEHIND BARS. 1 

THIS IS MORE ANNOYING THAN 
ANYTHING 1 BECAUSE OP COURSE 
THE OTHER "K.M." WILL KEEP ON 
ROBBINS AND THAT'LL PROVE MY 

innocence: might as well take 

IT EASY FOR NOW * 


F BUT I JUST WONDER WHO ^ 
THAT OTHER OWLHOOT IS.' 
IMAGINE MONOGRAM Ml NG ALL 

his personal belongings: 

HE MUST BE A VAIN, CONCEITED, 
BRAGGART TYPE, I OPINE l 


Ken * 


i MAYNARD'S CHARACTER 
ANALYSIS IS NOT WRONG, FOR 
DEEP IN THE HILLS AT A SECRET 

HIDE-OUT.... |-— 

-- 1 HOW'S THIS ONE, 

MEN ? HAiHAl BET THE SHERIFF 
would ^HDBP Llk*P Tn KKIHW 
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Soon— I AND DON'T ASK US 

- 1 WHV WF- FREED 


VUH: IT'S ORDER S FROM OUR_ ^ 

SO I'AA GOING TO 
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I PITIED YUH.RARD.' /VWHEART 
BLED PER YUH l WHY SHOULD 
YUH ROT IKJ JAIL PER 

/W CRIMES ? l 


NEVER MIND 
THAT HOGWASH ; 
WHAT'S THE 

BEAU 

REASON ? J 


HOWDY, KEN 
MAYNARD' 


IT’S THE PERFECT FRAME. 

WE'RE GONNA PULL ANOTHER 
JOB RIGHT NOW' AND THE 
SHERIFF WILL THINK ITS ICEN 
MAYNARD, NOT KIT MALLARD. 
THAT'S WHY I GOT YUH OUTA 
JAIL,SEE? ^ 


ALL RIGHT, LISTEN RESCUING 
YUH FROM JAIL MADE YUH 
SEEM MORE GUILTY' THEY'LL 
THINK YO'RE REALLY THE 
BANDIT CHIEF NOWi SO I'LL 
HOLD YOU PRISONER 
AND KEEP ON ROBBING ! 


JUMPING HORNED TOADS i NOW 
I SEE! THEN SOME DA/ YOU 
CAN HEAD FOR PARTS UNKNOWN 

WITH YOUR LOOT r ---< 

AND LEAVE ME / SURE ! 
BEHIND AS THE ) YOU'LL 
FALL GUY/ HANG IN , 


PETE, YOU STAY ON GUARD 
TAKE GOOD CARE OF MAYNARD l 
WE WANT HIM TO STAY ALIVE 

AND HEALTHY.SO THE „ 

SHERIFF CAN HANG _ X 

1 HIM ! - -- I 


THE NIGHT AIR 
IS CHILLY- • , 


HEY, YORE 
SNEEZING 


TRAPPED ! AND ALL BECAUSE 
MY INITIALS ARE K.M. 


MCuoa 
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GOSH, IM SETTING A CULL .' MOVE 
ME CLOSER TO THE FIRE , WILL 

YOU f CLOSER YET.' >-^ 

IM...BRRRR —ANYTHING 

....COLO' / YUH SAY, RARD t 

. ^ OOTTA KEEP YUH 

WARM ' ^ 


SUFFERING SAGEBRUSH .' 
ALL OTHER BADMEN HAVE 
ALWAYS TRIED TO KILL ME 
ON SIGHTi THESE SIDE¬ 
WINDERS WANT ME VERY 
MUCH ALIV6/ BUT THAT 
GIVES ME AN IDEA I'LL 
FORCE OUT SOME FAKE J 
-t SNEEZES: 


GOSH, WE DONT WANT YUH TO GIT 
SICKi NO SIR.' IF YUH DIED, THE 
CHIEF WOULD BE MIGHTY HEART¬ 
BROKEN i HA,HA' I’LL COVER YUI 
UP GOOD ! I’LL TREAT YUH JUST 

LIKE A LOVIN’ MOTHER l -_—■ 

YES SIR i 


*ACrt qOI 

*4cHop!~ 


/ IT WORKED i HE PUT ME SO ” 

CLOSE,THE ROPE IS STARTING 
TO BURN: HOPE IT BURNS 
THROUGH BEFORE MY CLOTHES 
CATCH AFIRE 


YeOwtf 


RECKON YOU'RE MY 
PRISONER NOW: 


/ WENT TO LOOT THE 
TRAPPER'S FUR TRAIN 
COMING IN THROUGH 
THE GULCH TRAIL .' 
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BITS WIND, 
TARZAN / 


Meanwhile, along the gulch trail, 


THE MASKED 
8AND/r AGA/N 

-'-AhHhH / 


WHERE A WAGON TRAIN OA VALUABLE 
FURS MAKES ITS WAY TOWARD TOWN- 


WHAT A HAUL FURS WORTH 
(WORE THAN A GOLD MINE ' 


KEN MAVNARD ? Y|P£S/ 
. HE GOT LOOS !i4HAT AN AIM 
II- l HE'S GOT J 


SHOTS.' 
WHO’S 
COMING * 


BITE WIND, 
TARZAN ' 
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1 HtE'S LIKE GREASED LIGHTNING 
WITH HIS GUN ! BUT I'LL WING y> 
HIM FROM THE BACK.' / 


QMIGOSH ! HE'S FASTER 
THAN GREASED UGWTNING . 


F THEY'RE ALL HIGH-TAILING AWAY. 
IN OPPOSITE DIRECTIONS ! GOT 
TO LET THE OTHERS GO l KIT jm 
MALLARDS THE H OMBRE ^ai 
I WANT ! 


HEY, THAT'S FUNNY.' 
MALLARD IS HEADING 
STRAIGHT FOR TOWN 
DOES HE DARE SHOW 
HIS FACE 

THERE ? M 


J MAYNARD WON'T GET ME 
NOBODY KNOWS I'M THE 
BANDIT CHIEF, SO I’LL j~ 
PUT AWAY MY MASK / , 

and Rios Right to f 

THE SHERIFF'S ^ : : 

OFFICE ! .. y 


TuRNjARZAN 


SHERIFF.' KEN MAYNARD, THE M 
MASKED BANDIT, IS BEHIND A 

ME! NAB HIM ! - 

ISkEN MAY/VAfiP? 
■Bfi SHT THAT LOW-DOWN 
irga Mi KILLER ? WHERE'S 
MY RIFLE ? 


F THIS WHOLE AFFAIR IS GETTING 
WORSE BY THE MINUTE ! IN THE 
EYES OF THE LAW, I'M A 

WANTED MANTHE 


-- KIT MALLARD 

IS PLENTY SMART! AS FAR AS 
THE SHERIFF IS CONCERNED, 
HE THINKS I'M THE OUTLAW .' 


WANTED MAN. . . .. 

SHERIFF IS CONVINCED I'M 
GUILTY NOW! I FEEL JUST 

LIKE A HUNTED .. 1 

COYOTE ! 
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&ND AS DAWN REDDENS THE SKY 
UKE AN OMINOUS OMEN, KEN 
MAYNARD IS HUNTED GRIMLY BY 
THE POSSE 1_/-—- 


Meanwhile, in town, Ktr 
mallard tightens the 

NOOSE FOR KEN MAYNARD I 


TARZAN, I'M GETTING PLUMB * 
DISGUSTED TROUBLE IS I HAVE 
NO PS I ENDS IN THESE PARTS 
WHO KNOW WHO I AM I HOW 
CAN I WORK MY WAY OUT OP 
THIS TRAP ? 


\ I'LL GR HIM/ 

1 I'LL ROUND UP 
MY POSSE 
/ AND HUNT HIM 
/ DOWN LIKE A 
/WILD ANIMAL l 
HE CAN'T BE , 
FAR OFF.' sd 


site wirfo, 
St" TARZAN, 


THERE HE IS.' 
SHOOT HIM DOWN] 


LY- f ULP/ 
WE RAN INTO A 
K BUND CANYON' 
I'M NOT FAMILIAR . 
WITH THIS COUNTRY/ 
IM-I'M TRAPPED l 


YOU'RE THE FASTEST HORSE IN 
THE WEST, TARZAN ! NOBODY 
CAN OUTRUN YOU 1 _ 

im safe : 


HOOK IT TO YORI 
SADDLEHORN / 
HURRY, OR YOftl 
DEAD DUCK: 


IMYAT- - 
A ROPE 


...KIT MALLARD^ I THOUGHT SOI 
BUT I HAD NO CHOICE, WITH . 
THE SHERIFF READY TO KILL 

me on sight: ^ ^ j \ 


HOWDY, PARD.' I 
DIDN'T WANT YOU 
KILLED BY THAT NASTY 
OLD POSSE ' NOT J 

-r YBT/ y-I-ajag 


IS ENOUGH TO GET US, 
UP THE SLOPE, TARZAN l 
BUT I'M AFRAID OUR 
RESCUER IS... 
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right; and this time 

I'LL LOCK YOU UP ) 
IN A CAVE WHERE h 
YOU CAN'T GET SC 
our' 


THATS TWICE T THANKS —FOR 
I SAVED YUH, NOTHING i YOU 
PARDi AINT / JUST WANT ME 
YOH GONNA / ALIVE AND TREE 
THANK ME ?/ FOR A COUPLE 

MORE WEEKS TILL 
HI m YOU'RE READY TO 
. i I VAMOOSE, LEAVING . 
\ ^ME AS THE GOAT/ 


BUT THATlS ENOUGH 
TO CHIP STONE OFF 
THAT ROCK INTO 
THEIR FACES— S 
FOR A QUICK } 
GETAWAY' 7 


®nce AGAIN,THE SMALL SE¬ 
CRET gun HIDDEN IU KEN MAY¬ 
NARD'S BOOT COMES TO HIS 
RESCUE IN AN EMERGENCY. 1 


MAYNARD QUIT! 


V THAT WOULD WRECK ALL MY PLANS / HE'S 

.•mum m is// uni s/z-uio unace c icvnn 


MY FALL GUYJ KILL YOUR HORSES IF YOU 
HAVE TO, MEN, BUT STOP HIM ! AND . 
DON'T SHOOT.' w— 

WE WANT HIM A\ 

ALIVE / ^^H 
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Again , FOR ken MAYNARD, it is 

A QUEER REVERSAL OF AU. HIS 
PREVIOUS ADVENTURES AGAINST 
•ADMEN : 


tarzan,this is all 
like a LOCO DREAM INSTEAD 
OF ME CHASING DOWN OWLHOOTS, 
IT'S THE OTHER WAY AROUND.' 

AND FAR FROM WANTING TO 
KILL ME, THEY WANT ME 
ALIVE / 


^ WAIT, TARZAN ' YOU'RE TOO ^ 

DOGGONE RAST/ I'VE GOT 
TO SLOW YOU DOWN A srr, SO 
THEY DON'T FALL BEHIND ! WE 
DON'T WANT TO LOSE 


*&AT 


. ST IS KEN MAYNARD'S 
STRANGE PLAN ? ON AND ON FOR 
GRIM MILES THE CHASE GOGS, 
OVER HILLS AND WIDE RANGES ' 









































KEN MAYNARD 



HOWDY, MALLARD l YOU RAN RIGHT 
INTO MY TRAP.' I'VE GOT THE /—• 
LAW ON MY SIDE HERE f / 


YOU WERE SO EAGER TO DRAG ME 
BACK AS YOUR FALL GUY, YOU DIDN'T 
NOTICE X LURED YOU INTO NEW J 
TERRITORY l GRAB SKY, S 

- -VARMINT/ 


NO.' I'LL TAKE A CHANCE ON 
GETTING AWAY YET--ON 
THIS PKESH HOSSe/ 


W IT WAS THE ONLY HORSE ^ 

NEAR AT THE MOMENT! 

KEN MAYNARD WILL HAVE TO 
CHASE ME ON HIS TIRED 
HORSE .' HA, HA / ■. ** 

I'LL LEAVE HIM JW 
BEHIND IN A 
CLOUD OF 

. DUSTi JT^ m 


HOWDY, MALLARD J GUESS YOU 
DON'T KNOW TARZAN ' 

DEAD TIRED, HE CAN 

STILL OUTRUN ANY j uT NO 

FRESH HORSE 1 , , 


NOW YOU GET DRAGGED IN THE 
DIRT, YOU SIDEWINDER, JUST LIKE 
YOU DRAGGED MY NAME IN > 
THE DIRT' 


AND FINALLY, AS THE KNIGHT OF 

THE RANGE MOVES ON-- 


IN CASE YOU T GOSH, V 
DON'T KNOW IT, N AND X v 
SHERIFF PRESCOTT \ TOOK YUH 
KEN MAYNARD 1 FOR AN 
HAS CAUGHT / OUTLAW ! 
MORE BAOMEN } SHAKE,, 
IN HIS TIME < MAYNARD t 
THAN YOU AND L _ 

I TOGETHER! J 


WHAT AN ADVENTURE WE HAD, 
TARZAN : I WAS HUNTED DOWN BY 
A SHERIFF WHO WANTED ME DEAD! 
AND X WAS RESCUED By BADMEN 
WHO WANTED ME ALIVE ! I'M 
SURE GLAD WE'RE HEADING J 
ON TO OTHER PARTS ! 
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II- YUH HUNT SIUK VYIIH lNUi»fc 

INSULTS, YA-TA-TA, I'M GOING 
TO SELL YOU 
TO THE GLUE 
FACTORY/ 


SHAVING POES ME NO GOOD.' 
I HAVE A STUBBLE TEN 
MINUTES AFTER I SHAVE.' 

I COME FROM A FAMILY 
OF MEN WITH HEAVY 
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every time x tuknep arodnp, 
MUH BEARP ERASEP THE . 
—r- BLACK BOAR P.' _ 


HOW COUIP A 
BEARP MAKE YOU 
LOSE A SCHOOL 
TEACHER'S M&T 


I WAS 
A SCHOOL 
TEACHER.' 


I PDN'T 
BELIEVE 
THAT.' 


TO TELL THE TRUTH, I MAPE 
THAT UP.' OUT OF MUH HEAPJ 


^ YOU 
CERTAINLY 
ARE.' 


OUT OF 
YOUR HEAP. 


I AM 

what: 


WHETHER IT'S SMARTER TO 

, Talk anp give up eating or 
TO EAT ANP shut UP MAKES 
-7 THIS FEEP BAG FOOP ^r 
FOR THOUGHT/ _ r J 


THERE'S ONLY ONE 
WAY TO SHUT 
YUH UP — 
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NIGHT RIDERS 



T HE stars were low 

and the soft lowing of the cattle was 
music to his ears. Bucko Beniamin was easy 


I you’re a partner in the graTfr eed 
store in town. You’re fixed good. Why are 


in his saddle, relaxed, at peace with the world. 
Only his ears were alert, tense, listening for 
the tiniest sound that might hint of danger. 

Bucko, as foreman of the Broken A spread, 
was responsible for these cattle and for the 
few brave men who had stuck with him. Rus¬ 
tlers. desperate gun-slingers and killers, had 
been making periodic raids on the Broken A 
stock. 

So far the rustlers had been able to make 
off with only comparatively few steers, a loss 
that was small to a ranch where the cattle 
numbered in the thousands. But their raids 
had also resulted in the killing of two cow¬ 
pokes; that was a loss that couldn’t be meas¬ 
ured. 

As he rode slowly through the black night. 
Bucko thought of the two who had been 
gunned down. First it had been Shifty Pe?e. 
a surly, rawboned man, who had resented all 
orders and who was not a very good worker. 
Bucko remembered with grim irony that he 
had been planning to fire Shifty Pete at the 
end of the month, anyway. 

“And then they got Lazy Lou.” thought 
Bucko. "A rifle slug through the head. Lazy 
Lou always hated me because I was fore¬ 
man. He wanted to be foreman. He thought 
that would mean less work for him. I'd have 
got rid of him, too, if they hadn’t killed him.” 

Another figure rode out of the darkness and 
came alongside Bucko. The foreman recog¬ 
nized the dark form, the man and the horse; it 
was Oklahoma Joe. 

“Hear anything?” asked Bucko. 

“Thought I heard a signal as I passed those 
scrub pines to the north,” responded Okla¬ 
homa Joe. “Sounded like somebody imitating 
a hoot owl. I moseyed in to investigate, and 
flushed a hoot owl.” 

Bucko laughed softly. 

“I can’t figure you,” said Joe, after a mo¬ 
ment's silence. “You own a piece of the ranch 
and you’ve got a gold mine up in the hills 


you out here in the dead of night risking 
your neck with a bunch of worthless cow 
waddies?” 

“I’m also foreman of this ranch,” responded 
Bucko. “A man isn’t worth a plug nickel 
unless he’ll fight to do his job.” 

Oklahoma Joe remained silent, rolling a 
cigarette. 

Bucko Benjamin continued, "But how about 
you, Joe? Plenty of our hired hands quit 
after the two killings. You could have, too. 
You’re a top hand. You could get a good job 
anywhere—without the danger.” 

“If you weren’t the boss, I’d cuss your 
ornery hide!” growled the other. “Oklahoma 
Joe has never yet run from danger. Besides, 
I feel kind of loyal to the Broken A. I think 
I’d almost be willing to die for it.” 

“You may do just that!” said Bucko, grimly. 
“Listen!” 

Both men waited, silent in the dark night, 
hearing only the rumble of the slowly milling 
cattle. 

Then a twig snapped. 

“Visitors coming,” whispered, Joe. 

“They’ll try to stampede the cattle!” Bucko 
said, keeping his voice low. 

“Yes, they’ll do that. But first they’ll put 
a bullet through the head of our noble fore¬ 
man,” asserted Joe. 

“I reckon they will,” solemnly admitted 
Bucko. “Light out, Joe. Get away from me. 
After they get me, you can keep the boys to¬ 
gether and maybe save the cattle.” 

“Don’t be loco!” exclaimed Joe. “You can’t 
pry me loose from you now, 'boss. I’ll either 
stay here by your side and take it with you 
or . . .” 

“Or what?” 

“Or you give me an order to go riding after 
those owlhoots over yonder where we heard 
the twig snap—and fight it out with them 
before they get up to the cattle!” 

“Let’s go!” snapped Bucko, spurring his 
horse. 



KEN MAYNARD 


Oklahoma Joe seemed to anticipate the 
order. When the foreman raced ahead, Joe 
was at his side. They cut through a thicket 
toward the sound they had heard. Silence was 
impossible, speed was of the essence. As they 
came out into a clearing, the moon came out, 
too. And they rode straight into a semi-circle 
of a dozen or more masked men who began 
firing at once and scampering. 

Luckily, Bucko and Joe were riding so fast 
they made poor targets. And both began re¬ 
turning shots at once, their six-guns barking 
loud, the flashes of fire lighting up the night. 

Even in the face of death. Bucko Benjamin 
wouldn’t shoot to kill. He had a deep respect 
for human life; he felt that only the law could 
evoke a death sentence. So when he blazed 
* away with his Colt, he aimed at the revolver 
barrels glistening in the moonlight. Fortu¬ 
nately he was one of the greatest marksmen 
of all time. As his gun spoke, the masked 
men cried out, “Ouch! My hand!’’ and “Owl 
There goes my shooting iron!” 

Bucko shot fast and with both hands. A 
slug whizzed through his tall hat, another 
clipped a chunk out of both his shirt and his 
shoulder, but he continued blazing away. Until 
he heard a yell of, “No more! Don’t shoot! 
We give up!” 

And the masked men were herded together, 
hands raised. Other men in the decimated 
crew of the Broken A, hearing the shooting, 
had ridden up, and Bucko briskly gave orders 
that the rustlers should be roped and herded 
into town to the sheriff’s office. Like a com¬ 
petent executive, he divided his men into two 
i groups, one to usher the outlaws to jail, the 
other to stay to watch the cattle for the, re- 
| mainder of the night. 

“Well, boys, watching over the cattle will 
be easy. I’m sure you won’t have to worry 
about rustlers any more this night.” 

The men were riding off to carry out theit 
assignments when suddenly Bucko remem¬ 
bered. He cried out, “Where’s Oklahoma Joe?” 

A moan of pain came as a response. 

Bucko noted for the first time that Okla¬ 
homa Joe’s horse was riderless. 

He leaped from his own mount and found 
Joe, lying in a thicket, pain-wracked and 


groaning. He picked the suffering man up, 
carried him to his own horse, mounted, and 
headed for town. He said nothing as he sped 
on, cradling Joe in his arms, trying to spare 
the sufferer from undue jarring and bumping. 

The only word that was said during that 
ride came from Oklahoma Joe, who mumbled, 
“Oh, I’m dying!” and lapsed into unconscious- 

In town Bucko took him straightway to the 
doctor, who was already up and getting 
dressed. 

“The sheriff called me and got me out of 
bed,” explained the doctor. “He wants me to 
come down and bind up the wounded wrists 
of some rustlers that were just brought in.” 

“Never mind them!” thundered Bucko. 
“Take care of Joe here. He’s real bad off!” 

The doctor obeyed. He shooed Bucko out of 
his private office. “You’d just be in the way. 
Wait outside!” ' 

Bucko waited, and paced. He heard much 
scurrying around inside. He heard the doctor 
calling to his wife, who also acted as nurse. 
He walked back and forth. 

Finally, after a long time, the doctor came 
to the door. 

“How is he?” asked Bucko. “Is he all right? 
Will he live?” 

“We-e-ell, I had to operate,” drawled the 
doctor. 

“Listen, doc!” exclaimed Bucko, in great 
excitement. “You’ve got to sa^ him. He’s a 
real man. He sided with me when he might just 
as well got away and saved his own skin.” 

“He’s tough, too,” said the doctor. 

“Why if Oklahoma Joe dies,” cried Bucko, 
“I.don’t know just what I’ll do to the rustlers 
who shot him. I’ll . . . I’ll . ..." 

“Hold your horses, son!” interrupted the 
doctor. “He wasn’t shot. It’s just that his ap¬ 
pendix started kicking up. He had a case of 
acute appendicitis. That’s why I had to oper¬ 
ate.” 

MfcUCKO. looking completely dumbfounded, 
collapsed into a chair. 

The doctor yelled to his wife, “Quick! Bring 
out the smelling salts!" 


THE END 
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WHUAi, p! 

SAM / A. 
WHAR. 

ARE YUH 

Rush/mo? 


'TUH THE ' 
POC-TOR./ 
WHY? IS 
SOMETHIWG 
AILlNCr i 
w YUH? << 


CONGRATULATJOMS' I ALWAYS 1 
THOUGHT yore heap wuz. J 
EMPTY I AT LEAST YUH HAVE J 

SOMETHING IM IT y—?-<3 

EVEW IF IT5 ONLY J / AW. > 

ARAlN.'r--— I THAT'S 

^/TV MOT , 

VfUNWY' 


^ YEAH.' 
MUH HEAP.' 

I HAVE A 
PAIM IM IT/ 


— THE POCTOR. WON'T OIVE YUH ANYTHIMCj ' 

FER YORE heap - he WDULPM'T EVEN 
-7 TAKE YORE HEAP AS A GIFT/ ,— 


I'M MOT QOIMCJ TUH WASTE 
AMY MORE TIME WITH YUH/ 

ive sot TUH SEE IF THE 
DOCTOR WILL GIVE ME r 


POM'T BE 
SILLY— . 


^anEnBinininiM 


SOMETHING FER ' 


MUH -- SfL I ! 


HEAP' t 

l. m Wr £1 1 





lot TO APPEAR SOON ON YOUR FAVORITE NEWSSTAND lot 





















KEN MAYNARD 













KEN MAYNARD 



















































KEN MAYNARD 











































KEN MAYNARD 



WELL, ANYWAY, DUSTY DRAKE WILL REACH TOWN 
SAFELY NOW, AND FILE HIS CLAIM AND THE 
TROUBLE WILL BE OVER I LL RIDE SIDE INTO > 

TOWN AFTER DARK SOME __ 

WON'T SHOOT ME ._ ]) \ 

ON SIGHT ' 7 ^ 


The outlaw© are getting away, and that 

THICK-HEADED OLD MAVERICK STILL ,_^ 

BELIEVE© I'M HIS ENEMY .' 


HSSST.' GOT IT, BOSS.' 

I'LL TAKE CARE ) HE'S DEAD TlREO/ 
OF HIM IF HE- I 1 RECKON ' _ 

WAKE© UP ' 


* SHUCK©' THE OFFICE IS V 
CLOSED'. I CAN'T FILE MY CLAIM 
TILL MORNING i RECKON I GOTTA 
©PEND THE NIGHT AT THE 
- HOTEL ' 


HSST, JOE i WE CAW ©TILL GRAB 
THAT GOLD TONIGHT—-FROM 
HIS HOTEL ROOM i /—■• •• —^ 


sagebrush 
CLAIM OFFICE 


WAK£ UPL NO YELLING OR ITU. 
BE YORE LAST YELL ON EARTH . 
WHERE'S THE GOLD? ----- 


mPT° WHY, >, TRICKED 
THAT'S NOTHING ) THAT OLD 

but black 1 buzzard hid 

01KT7 y THE REAL GOLD' 

__ r-r^ WEVE GOTTA 

\\ ( MAKE HIM TALK 


BUT I DIDN'T 
BRING ANY 
GOLD' 
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A MAR.' SHOWING WHERE we 
MADE HI® STRIKE ' THIS IS ALL 
WE NEED, JOE 1 NEVER MINP THE 
SACK OF SOLD HE HID.' 


VEH, PROA\ 
EAR TO EAR. 


v i t&f i 

'<\ t Shake.' 


"BUT ANOTHER FIGURE HURTLE® INTO THE 


IpHE HAMMERING FISTS OP KEN MAYNARD 
QUICKLY BEAT-ATATDO OP DEFEAT ON 
THE TWO OUTLAWS /M 


I FIGURED YOU TWO 
JASPERS MIGHT PAY 
A VISIT TO HIS . / 

. HOTEL room: J 


O OO f -' i-L 

MAVflARp 


w THIS BUCKAROO’S A 
HUMAN TORNADO BUT 
HE CAN'T SEE IN THE 
DARK, SO I'LL j 

SMASH TH' V-k 

LAMP' ^ 


C'MON, JOE '. WE GOT TH 1 MAP.' 
WE'LL HIGH-TAIL OFF INTO THE 
NIGHT, SAFE AND SOUND.' 
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FOR A6ES, NOTHING GREW HEBE 
BECAUSE OP THE DRIFTING SAND ^ 
AND THE DRYNESS' BUT IP THIS 
VALLEY WERE IRRIGATED, IT 
COULD BECOME ONE OF THE RICH¬ 
EST RANGELANDS OF THE WEST ! 
THOUSANDS OF ACRES, WORTH A 
FORTUNE TO ANY CATTLEMAN ' 


SO YOU REALLY MADE A , 
BIG "STRIKE" AFTER ALL 
THIS SLACK ©OLD IS 
WORTH MORE THAN IF VOU 
HAD STUMBLED ON A 
GOLD MINE 1 


Tq 


YUH FlGGERSD IT ALL OUT ALL RIGHT; 
X ALSO FOUND A BIG LAKE UP INTHH 
HILLS.' IF THAT LAKE WAS DYNAMIT¬ 
ED SO IT COULD RUN DOWN IN THIS 
VALLEY, IT WOULD IRRIGATE IT AND 
TURN fT INTO A RICH RANGELAND' 
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AND >ou Y VES, that's WHY I 

PIGGERED BUILT THE RAPT 
THIS WOULD / TEMPORARILY--JUST 
HAPPEN ’ / TO KEEP US AFLOAT 
rrr LONG ENOUGH FOR 
\ T THE WATER TO SOAK. 

\ V DOW* • SEE YOU 

\ N. LATER, DUSTY 1 .y- 


' SNORTON AND JOE THINK WE 
DROWNED, NO DOUBT.' THEY 
MUST BE NEAR WHERE THE LAKE 
BROKE THROUGH LET'S PAY'EM 
A SURPRISE VISIT, TARZAN ' , 


YOU BEE , THE WATER IS GOING 
00WN FAST ‘ FOR AGES THIS 
VALLEY WAS BAKED DRY AS A 
BONE, SO THE GROUND IS j 
SOAKING UP THE WATER / 

LIKE A SPONGE _ '■ 


^?HE GREAT KNIGLTT OF THE RANGES PLUNGES INTO 
THE SHOWDOWN BATTLE WITH THE RUTHLESS 
PLOTTERS 


KEN MAVf^ARD. 

but you yf 
cxo+tuec> ??r J 5 


) IS THAT SO ? RECKON 
THAT MAKES ME THE 
FASTEST-DRAWING GHOST 
IN THE WEST ! 


&N0 FINALLY, AGAIN FOLLOWING . 
THE SETTING SUN FOR FURTHER 

ADVENTURE--- ,---> 

--> FUNNY THING, ' 

TARZAN ! IT WAS ONLY A BARREN, 
WORTHLESS DESERT, WITH NOT A ... 
SPECK OF GOLD IN IT ! YET IT 
MADE DUSTY DRAKE RICH .' HE V 
STRUCK REAL ,—, 

PAYDIRT/ J X 


X JUST HIT PAY DIRT, 

TOO.YOUR y 

CHIN ' -, 


IT WAS MIGHTY 
NICE OF THESE 
OWLHOOTS TO IRRIGATE THE 
VALLEY FOR YOU, DUSTY ! THAT 
MOIST, BLACK DIRT IS JUST 
BEGGING FOR SOMETHING ^ 
. TO GROW .' ■— 

-- f x’w rich. 

M > KEN... 

( RICH FOR 
CsJf V LIFE' 


fATER- 




































ea&cas® 

■MD'S ORDERS 




! ^ 

\M 

\A 







WAL, THAT'S 
WHY I'M 
TAKING THE 
LOCK OFF 
THE 

CUPBOARD• 


I DON'T UNDERSTAND 

IT.’YUH HAVE TROUBLE 
WITH YORE STOMACH 
AND YO’RE FOLLOW¬ 
ING THE DOCTOR'S 
ORDERS BY TAKING 
THE LOCK OFF THE 
CUPBOARD ' 





































































